BREUGHEL

whose cross is to take the place of honour between
the other two. In their anxiety not to miss any
of the fun on the way up, they forget that they
will have to take back seats at the actual place of
execution. But it may be, of course, that they
have reserved their places, up there. At Tyburn
one could get an excellent seat in a private box for
half a crown 5 with the ticket in one's pocket,
one could follow the cart all the way-from the
prison, arrive with the criminal and yet have a
perfect view of the performance. In these later
days, when cranky humanitarianism has so far
triumphed that hangings take place in private and
Mrs. Thompson's screams are not even allowed
to be recorded on the radio, we have to be content
with reading about executions, not with seeing
them. The impresarios who sold seats at Tyburn
have been replaced by titled newspaper proprietors
who sell juicy descriptions of Tyburn to a pro-
digiously much larger public. If people were
still hanged at Marble Arch, Lord Riddell would
be much less rich.

That eager, tremulous, lascivious interest in
blood and beastliness which in these more civil-
ized days we can only satisfy at one remove from
reality in the pages of our newspapers, was frank-
lier indulged in Breughel's day ; the naive in-
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